102                                          The Sunny Hours
I took an immediate dislike to them and to their
surroundings. There was nothing to cheer one
there. I was accustomed to vivacious Siamese
dancing partners, talkative and gay us mynahs.
"*Herc are Sonia and Tatiana/ the woman in
red velvet announced, leering at me. * Bring
champagne, Foong.' At her bidding T, saw one of
the Manchus go behind a curtain. I quckly de-
cided I must leave the place. It was a sordid
hoax, no music and, apparently, no clientele,
"CI shant want any champagne,5 I said bluntly.
' I'm going.'
"The woman in red velvet then became very
agitated and angry.
"'You cannot go now. Foong has opened two
bottles of champagne. Put on the gramophone,
Tatiana.'
"Tm going, Madam,' I said (irmly, as I moved
towardvS the doorway. By then I was xuxucrved
by the malevolent atmosphere of the place.
Frankly, I was afraid. When I heard the woman
in velvet shout an order shrilly to the Manchus,
I began to wonder whether I was cornered, for I
found my path blocked by the two menacing
Chinese. I noticed that they were now wearing
knuckle-dusters. They stood stubbornly before the
door. Their faces seemed to me the epitome of
evil intentions.
"I had never before found myself in so un-
pleasant a situation, isolated, five flights up in an
unknown quarter of Sampeng. I was foolish, of
course, but the fact that the place was under